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L4 BOOK that has timely and, 1
might add, a pathetic interest
is “Rambles in Autograph
Land,” by Adrian H. Joline

W  (Putnam). The book is just published

:: and Mr. Joline’'s autograph collection,

P about which he has written with such

- appreciation and affection, will soon

o come under the hammer. Mr. Joline

ol died before the book was published

Ik and it has been put through the press

fc by Mr. Van Tassel Sutphen and Mrs,

v Joline, who was always a sharer in her

W  husband's literary confidences.

E’ Mr. Joline's collection is estimated at

&  anywhere between $25,000 and $75,000

ay It may have cost him $25,000 to collect

™ it and it may earn for his estate $75,000

m when sold. Tf he bought wisely, as well

b as enthusiastically, the collection ought

fe to be worth much more than he paid

n¢ for it, for autographs of the great are
he getting rarer and rarer every year.

o8 Mr. Joline had a charming and inti-

: mate llterary style. He forgot that he

- was learned in the law, that the books

¥t to which he gave the most study were

to of the driest and most serious nature,

Pt when he took up the pen to write on

of  his hobby. What he has written shows

wi the evidence of wide reading and a re-

a tentive memory, for he interlards his

to own writings with the thoughts and

pe anecdotes of writers the world over.

or At the beginning of this book Mr.

ne Joline tells us that it will never be a

| ] “best seller,” as books of this sort are

a talked about but seldom read, He

gi quotes “the accomplished manager of a

pl famous publishing house in New York"

“: as telling him that his writings probably
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th into acceptance. As yet London has seen

ce only fragments of Russian ballet. But

8y London may and probably will see the

:"( whole.

‘: You have a certain complacency in

ap entering it, hecause it is one of the twenty

a monster restaurants of London. The

ca name glitters in the publicmind., “Where

bl ghall we dine? The name suggests itself;

TI by the immense force of its notoriety it

8p-  comes unsought into the conversation

ve like a thing alive. *“All right! Meet you
fa in the Lounge at 7°45." You feel—what-
8h  ever your superficial airs -that you are
ha in the whirl of correctness as you hurry
of  (of course late) out of a taxi into the

i Lounge. There is something about the

144 word “Lounge”™ Space and freedom

as in the Lounge, and a foretaste of

ar luxury, and it is inhabited by the haughty
cr of the earth! You are not yet a prisoner,
el in the Lounge. 'Then an oflicial, with the

M metallic insignia of authority, takes you

ul apart. He is very deferential, but with

ol the intimidating deference of a limited

BO company that pays 40 per cont, You can

go up stairs, though he doubts if there is

m immediately a table, or you can go down

or  stairs, (Strange, how in the West End,

fes when once you quit the street you must

Fi always go up or down; the planet's sur-

w face is forbidden to you; you lose touch

co with it; the ground landlord has taken

fa it and hidden it.)) You go down stairs;
ek you are hypnotized into going down
ac stairs, and you go down, and down, one
ce of a procession, until a man, intrenched

I in a recess furnished to look like a ready

in made tailor's, accepts half your clothing

of and adds it to his stock. He does not

m  ask for it; he need not; you are hypno-

In tized. Stripped, you go further down

t+ and down. You are now part of the tre-

st  mendous organism; you have left behind

o not merely your clothing but your voli-

- tion; your number is in your hund,

ot Suddenly, as you pass through a door-

.' way, great irregular vistas of a subter-

‘ ranean chamber discover themselves to

you, limitless. You perceive that this

@@ ‘wondrous restaurant ramifies under all

o London and that a table on one verge in

B beneath 8t Paul's Cathedral and a table

gl Ten thc other verge beneath the Albert

Memoriwal All the tables—all the thou-
sands of tables—are occupled. An official
comes to you and, putting his mouth to
your ear (for the din is terrific), tells you
that he will have a table for you in three
minutes You walit, forlorn. It reminds
you of waiting at the barber's for a shave
except that the barber gives you an easy
i« chair and a newspaper. Here you must
stand and you must gather your skirts
about you and stand firm to resist the

-
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A COLLECTOR’S RAMBLE IN

Late Adrian H. Joline, Enthusiastic Hunte r
of Famous Signatures, Tells Charm-
ing Story of Collection Which
Was His Hobby
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had little commercial value, and he did
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ayard T;ylorohhrch 19,1866.

1fred Lord Temnysen.

thority, but it gave him some counsola-

not find himself prepared to dispute the |tion to reflect upon the “commercial

statement coming from so high an au-

value” of certain dreadful things that

shock of blind waiters. Others are in
your case; others have been waiting
longer than you, and at every moment
more arrive. You wait. The diners see
you waiting, and you wonder whether
they are eating slowly on purpose. * * *
At length you are led away—far, far from
the pit’s mouth into a remote working of
the mine. You watch a man whisk away
foul plates and glasses and cover offence
with a pure white cloth. You sit. You
are saved! And human nature is such
that you feel positively grateful to the
limited company, * * *

Monte Carlo—the initiated call it merely
“Monte"—has often been described, in
fiction and out of it, but the frank con-
fession of a ruined gambler is a rare thing,
partly because the ruined gambler can't
often write well enough to express him-
sell accurately, partly because he isn't in
the mood for literary composition and
partly because he is sometimes dead.
S0, since 1 am not dead, and since it is
only by means of literary composition
that I can hope to restore my shattered
fortunes, 1 will give you the frank con-
fession of a ruined gambler. Before 1
went to Monte Carlo 1 had all the ugual
ideas of the average sensible man about
gambling in general and about Monte
Carlo in particular. “Where does all the
exterior brilliance of Monte Carlo come
from?" I asked sagely. And I said fur-
ther: “The Casino administration does not
disguise the fact that it makes a profit
of about 50,000 francs a day. Where does
that profit come from?" And 1 answered
my own guestion with wonderful wisdom:
“Out of the pockets of the foolish gam
blers." 1 specially despised the gambler
who gambles “on a system”; 1 despised
him as a creature of superstition.®* * *

Of course I went to study human nature
and find material. The sole advantage
of being a novelist is that when you are
discovered in a place where, as a serious
person, you would prefer not to be dis-
covered you can always aver that you
are studying human nature and seeking
material. 1 was much impressed by
the fact of my being in Monte Carlo,
I said to myself “I am actually in Monte
Carlo.,® 1wasproud. And whenlgotinto
the gorgeous gaming saloons amid that
throng at once glittering and shabby
I said: “I am actually in the gaming
saloons!®™ And the thought at the back
of my mind was: *“Henceforth I shall be
able to say that I have been in the gaming
saloons at Monte Carlo.® After studying
human nature at large I began to study
it at a roulette table. I had gambled
hefore—notably with impassive Arab
chiefs in that singular oasis of the Sahara
desert, Biskra—but only a little and always
at pettis chevaux. But I understood rou-
letteand I knew several “systems.” I found

nghts in Pans, London and ‘Mbnte Carlo

the human nature very interesting; also
theroulette. The sight of real gold, silver
and notes flung about in heaps warmed
my imagination. At this point I felt
a solitary five franc piece in my pocket.
And then the red turned up three times
running and I remembered a simple
“aystem” that began after a sequence
of three.

Idon't know how it was, but long before
I had tormally decided to gamble 1 knew

by instinct that I should stake that five |

franc piece. [ fought against the idea,
but I couldn't take my hand empty out
of my pocket.
experience occupying perhaps  ten
and bashfully put it on black. I thought |
that all the fifty or eixty persons crowded |
round the table were staring at me nnd
thinking to themselves: “There's a be-
ginner!"

croupier pushed another five frane piece | their writers,

alongside of mine and I picked them both |
up very smartly, remembering all the

tales I had ever heard of thieves leaning  Mr.

Then at last (the whole |

f {an
seconds) I drew forth the five franc piece | Aok

Adrian®d. Jolinae

appear Iu print, and he concluded that
all “such an assurance is not so
devold of Ilnlh ry as it might seem to be
at Hdrs. blush.'

The mere collecting of autographs did
not appeal to Mr, Joline, He only cared
| for those in which he was interested or

However, black won and the | that concerned certain characteristics of

A mere signature would
have to be very rare indeed to be worthy
of his collection. Unlike many collectors
Joline seldom kept any record of

over you at Monte Carlo and snatching | What a letter or a manuscript cost him

your ill-gotten gains. 1 then thought:
“This a bit of luck all right, Just for fun
I'll continue the system.” 1did go, Inan
hour I had made 50 francs without break-
ing into gold. Once a croupier made a
slip and was raking in red stakes when
red had won and people hesitated (he-
cause croupiers never make mistakes,
you know, and you have to be careful
how you quarrel with the table at Monte
Carlo), and I was the first to give vent
to a protest, and the croupier looked at
me and smiled and apologized, and the
winners looked at me gratefully and 1
began to think myself the deuce and all
of a Monte Carlo habitue.

Having made 50 francs I decided that
I would prove my self-control by ceasing
to play. 8o I did prove it and went to
have tea in the Casino cafe. In those
moments 50 francs seemed to me to be a
really enormous sum. [ was as happy
as though I had shot a reviewer without
being found out. Igradually began to per-
ceive, too, that though norational ereature
could suppose that a spin could be affected
by previous spins, nevertheless it un-
doubtedly was so affected, 1 began to
scorn a little the average sensible man
who soorned the gambler. “There is
more in roulette than is dreamt of in your
philosophy, my conceited friend,” 1
murmured. 1 was like a woman—1I
couldn’'t argue, but 1 knew infallibly.
Then it suddenly occurred to me that if
I had gambled with louis instead of five
franc pieces I should have made 200 francs

—200 france in rather over an hour! Oh,
luxury! Oh, being in the swim! Oh,
n:nurmom! Oh, gilded and delicious
sin!

lunnl had no idea what it would ¢

‘feteh”
it the nuction sale, “which," he writes,
“will concern my executors far more
than it will ever concern me.” It is
probably conecerning his exeeutors at the
present moment,

Even educated persons know little
and care less about autographs, A well
known Boston collector told Mr, Joline
of an accomplished lady, who said to
him that she “wanted 8o much to look
on his book of autographs.” As a mat-
ter of fact he had 1656 volumes of them,
She thought that he had a single album.
Mr, Joline glves the following as a per-
sonal expericnce:

“Some months ago a clever and mani-
festly Intelligent young man represent-
ing one of our leading journals called
upon me for the declared purpose of
finding out which one of my autographs
was my particular favorite, the news-
paper readers of the metropolis having,
no doubt, an inexplicable yearning for
that important bit of Information,

“*That Is a difficult question to an-
swer,! 1 timidly ventured to say, ‘If
you want to know which one I longest
sought, which one gave me the most
anxlety and perturbation of spirit, the
most troublesome n the procuring,
which one caused the greatest diminu-
tlon In the amount of my bank balance
—I will tell you, but In all probability
you will not be able to tell me who
the man was. It was the autograph of
Button Gwinnett' His countenance as-
sumed a blank expression as he sald,
‘I never heard of him,'

“To the collector it brought back the
old story of the man on the rallway
train who insisted upon talking to a
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surly and uncommunicative stranger
aboiut Grant when that distinguished
soldier was occupying the White House,
‘Grant! Who's Grant? growled the
stranger. ‘Why, the Presldent.’ ‘Presi-
dent of what? ‘Presldent of the United
States.! ‘Oh.’

“Yet why should the juvenile reporter,
a young man of the present, know any-
thing of Button Gwinnett? It was al-
most an accldent that he signed the
Declaration of Independence; and in
less than a year afterward he fell a
vietim to the pistol of his fellow
Georglan, Lachlan McIntosh, It seems
very strange nevertheless that in his
forty-five years of life he left so few
written evidences of his existence, He
was a merchant in Bristol, England,
and was engaged in business in Savan-
nah. He filled several important of-
ficial positions. Yet there is no holo-
graph letter of his in existence, so far
as | know,"”

There is nothing about which there is
less intellge nee displayed than about the
collecting of autographs, and 1 could
have told Mr, Joline an anecdote on
this subject which would have pleased
aim: A number of years ago a lady
of my acquaintance who wrote some
prety verses for the magnzines saw in
an  auntograph  dealer's  catalogue the
sum of 60 cents marked against her
signature,  She was tilled with delight,

for here was an easy way of making
money, Immediately  she  visited the
dealer's shop and told him that she

saw that her autograph was valued at
o0 eents,

“I am qulte willing,” she announced,
“to write as many signatures as you
like at the rate of 50 cents, 1f you will
give me a pen and paper I will begin
at once."

The dealer. astonlshed, trled to ex-
plain the gituation to her, but she would
have none of It, but producing his cata-

.

logue from her handbag thrust the
damning evidence before his eyes., No
explanation sufficed and she left his

shop believing that he wanted to cheat
her of her rights,

On the subject of the overvaluation
of autographs by the inexperienced Mr.
Jollne writes:

“T heard lately of a Boston lady who
had a letter of Oliver Wendell Holmes—
the Autocrat, not the Judge—for which
she wanted the modest sum of $300!
In the majority of such cases of amus-
ing overvaluation the parties are acting
In entire good falth, But a few weeks
ago a lady wrote to me offering to dis-
pose of what she manifestly deemed to
be preclous relices—a White House card
with the signature of Grover Cleveland
and another with that of Mrs, Cleveland,
To her they were worth a great deal,
and I scarcely had the heart to tell her
that they would be dear at a dollar
aplece; In fact, It would be almost ex-
travagant to pay that much for them."

Mr. Joline says that an autograph col-
lector should be & man of a contented
mind. ‘He does not belleve that a dis-
contented man could ever make a good
collector., He adds: “Almost every one
now seems to be discontented about

(1 Qordoﬂ.!.}frd Byrow

o-rt.:on ef Or 4\“&1 MS.

something.”
amusingly.

"1 think it is creditable to the tribe
that no autograph collector, as far as
I can remember, ever effected an al-
leged ‘reform’ or headed a sanguinary
revolution, The collector is a peaceful,
contemplative person, as one must be
who studies his letters and manuscripts
and reflects upon all the toll, strife and
strugzles of the men who wrote the
pages over which he pores, and upon
the futility of most of their strivings,
How excited they became over what,
if in their present state they take coge
nizance of mundane things, they must
now rezard as trivial and insignificant.”

Mr, Joline is particularly Interesting
when he writes about his own collec-
tion, Among the most valuable of his
autographs  are  certain poems by
Thomas Gray not included In any
lection published in his lifetime,
they do appear In the edition of
Mitford,

“The first of the poems
at Miss Speed's request,
of Geminiani, the thought taken from
the French. The wversion in the Mit-
ford edition printed from the copy
which appeared in Walpole's Letters to
the Countess of Allesbury, A different
version is given in Park's edition, and
nefther rendering corresponds  exactly
with the manuscript. The verses read
as follows:

On this subject he writes

il
Lt
John

was written
to an old alr

I8

Thyrsis when he left me,

I2'er the spring he would retura,

Ah! what means yon opening tflower

And the bird that decks the thorn?

"Twaus the lark that upward sprung,

"Twas the nightingale that sung,

T1dle notes, untimely green !

Why such unvalling haste?

Gientle gales and skies serene

'rove not always winter past,

Cease my doubts, my fears to move,

Spare the honor of my Love.

Of Byron's autographs there is In
this collection a manuscript containing
six stanzas of “Oscar of Alva,” a poem
included in "Hours of ldleness.” They
are written on both sldes of a small
quarto sheet and there are many
erasures and corrections,

In the last line “Byron wrote ‘lie’ and
not ‘die,;’ and the correction improves
the rhyme but not the sense; whether
the change was made by the printer or
by the author I have no means of de-
clding, The manuscript is accompanied
by a letter from John Murray In which
he says: ‘It is a genuine autograph and
might fetch from two to three guineas
at an auction at Botheby's! The year
of Murray's letter is not given; it evi-
dently proceeded from John Murray the
younger, who died in 18482, Hlis esti-
mate of price seems low, when we con.
sider that in 1909, at a New York sale,
a manuscript of a Byron poem of six-
teen lines—'I saw thee weep'—hrought
$200. True to my record, 1 wholly for-
get what 1 pald for mine.”

From a number of Tom Hood's letters
Mr. Joline selects one “written as he
was approaching the end of his sad
life, for it shows him with a little jest
at the end of his pen, struggling under
the burdens of ill health and the newly

Bwore

| founded

Thomas
Hoed.

Magazine,” It
written to F. on Ward, hisg sub-edino
My Dear Wanp: 1 continue bett

the wind has changed and I have ?
window open.  The sycamorn

Hood's

Ia nin

emetical, What a day for Ascot!
out any Running Rain'®
You haves't sent the Fraser 1 w

look over Waoleshy's list more carefully
the morning.  Most of them it TR
are  very  stale—e, g Life of L.
Phillippe—a poor book. 1 have Lol
these nine months, Slick the 't .
uld too, Howitt's German in
like to do myeell. Swise 16
cught to he a good book, but it =
veady T osuspect, 1 hope Wl sl
strong Tory.,  Our actresses '
will be sent Ly Smith & Elder wh
ready,

I have
day ard shall
murrow  to the
with some more,

It iz funny Woleshy talking of ¢
tles"  with such a list of stal
P'lease npot to write to Brods
tem.

If Coaper's Ashore and Afloat
it might do. But T do not se. .
should turn Retrospective Reviewors o
go back to old wares My noth
reviews of novelties with good extracts
for our readers before they con e
get the books through c¢lreul e
braries, 1 will send George to-mors
for the Fraser,

three
send
wood

done cuts on the wood t
thim  per ot v

cutter I'er

Dr. Toulmin's verses are woeak o
come to "a bad end” They oot '
will not do. The Mag. has a .
reputation we must not umdermin J
little and good. 1 am certaln that

are more disgusted by
than by bad prose
Yours affectionatel:
T. Houn
There {8 a letter written by Tenny
son to Bavard Tavior, the poet. whic
shows that the Laureate felt dispose
toward at least one American,
Urrer Gore Lonor
KeExNINGTON Gopr
March 10,
Your new bo

Indifferent

1808,

My Dear Sik:
just arrived in a hamper of prov <lons
=ent on here from Farringfond, f w
have been staving here for some
in a house formerly, 1 beilleve, bel nene
to Count D'Orsay and now to |
Franklin, and we get for the most
supplied from the farm at homs
thanks for vour book, which will | .
no doubt lncreage your reputatio ihd
for vour kindly letter. 1 am sor:
I was not at home to welio
friend Mr Norwood., If you
honor me with another visit
will be as well to send me noti We
or 8o before you ecome, that 1 ma
miss you. We are generally awav oo
Continent during July and Sopte
Belleve me, my dear sir,

Yours very truly,
A. TENNY

The letter from Thackeras
collection  was  written  to
Harrison Ainsworth and refers to
novelist's  lectures  on “The ?
Georges.,"

My Dear

e

i
et
v

o

o N

in
W

Aixswonrtit: You'll
this  correspondence {8 never g
stop=—and laugh when 1 tell
here’'s another put off—only
h:d0, however, amdl 'l teil I
Yesterday, after letter
despatehed,  Mr, came Lo
four lectures at Hrighton, to b p '
the extremely  moiderats
Euineas per lecture (this is hetw
selves), The only davs we «
them are Wednesday, Thursdas
=4th, at 3 o'clock, and 1 shall
speak again in the evening hn:.
Now this s the plan of camp.
start from DBrighton Ly the
train, My servant I8 in waiting
statlon to take our luggage. My o
hrougham whisks us off to Fuainters

my

$oaeit
e

TR

and Turtle, Leadenhall street, whe
neat dinner awnitg us, a bottle o
India particular and one of cluret

7:30 the brougham takes us w1l
street and at ¥:25 whither we (ke
and then home to this house, wheie
all insist you must stop and sleep

And so for the present farew.!
friend Who knows there i
another letter yet? The Brighton
may be engaged, &c¢, &c. About
matters due notice shall be glven
on Saturday and Sunday, 24-20, pooase
the Lord, you dine with

Yours alwayvs,
W. M. Tuack

The letters of Dickens were genot
written with blue ink on blu
rather bad for the eyes, All the o
scripts of his that 1 have
there are a number, were writt
this way. I have known Ano
authors who affected the same «on
tion until they realized its fo
and gave it up, Dickens's lettor ] '
Mr. Joline gives in hils eollection ! Vo8
long to quote, It of h

St 1l

s to one '
school friends, Thomas Mitton, ab
railway accident which  occuread
Stablehurst,

There are letters of Poe, Tonef
Mark Twain and other American wi!
ers, but they are not particularl
portant or significant, though mo
teresting, particularly those of Lo
fellow, Holmes and Lowell,

Mr. Joline has made o delightrul tee
und 1T am sorry that he did not live
read it,




